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clearly, stooped in front of that huge door, his tuxedo
hanging from his frame like ill-fitted pajamas. He did his
best to draw himself straight and he said:
"I am too old and too tired to go on in this, the dawn
of a new age of man. I depart willingly from my travels,
knowing I have been many things to many people over my
lifetime. On this, the twilight of my wonderful, terrible
life - I pray I have given three men the essence of my soul,
the soul of the world. Gentlemen. One cannot survive
without a soul. Believe."
He turned and faced the door, making a weak gesture
with his right arm. The parrot materialized on his right
shoulder. The garish bird had bowed its head and was
cooing gently into the old man's ear.
"Yes, old friend, I shall never forget you ... I'll regale
them all with your legendary exploits ... yes, even Merlin!
The bird made a soft purr. Brace turned to the bird, eyes
glistening, and kissed it gently on the beak. "I love you
too, Pyro."
He looked to the door and opened it, the wind howling
around and through him again. He began to disappear; one
final trick. "Gentlemen," he said over the wind, "you hold
the keys to the world. Please guard them ...wisely." The
parrot flapped into the air and shrieked "Remember!" It
flew out the door against the wind, over its master's head.
Soon after, only the wind remained.
Which brings me full circle to tonight. Very shortly I
will be drinking a toast to that man with two of the finer
gentlemen I have ever met. Jake Edwards has seen into the
heart of the world and come away cleansed. He now sells
a good many more Ford trucks and is the life of any party.

His wife Mary has something to do with it. His new son
Covey had a hand in the new Jake as well. He is jovial and
outgoing and a friend to all who enter here.
Hank Buckman has seen as well. He now curtails his
drinking and is home more with his wife Shelley and their
spanking new baby boy, Mojo. He has since gone back to
school part time and is coaching midget football on the
weekends. Hank has agreed to get out of the hardware
business. Tonight he goes into the bar business.
Me? Well it's almost time for the boys to arrive so I'll
be finishing this up. I'll leave it with Hank along with the
keys to the bar and the juke and the pinball machine.
Someday, he'll give this to someone who really needs it.

My bar isn't the most popular place in town. But with
Jake and Hank and me here, together, united on the same
magical page, there is a special energy that is felt by the
guests that drop by. Something in them changes as they
absorb the power of what we keep alive. And in this day
and age, maybe that is enough. I cannot be sure, which is
why I'm leaving after me and the boys down a bellywarmer
in honor of Covington Brace.
You see, right after I closed up tonight I looked into the
big mirror behind the bar. My eyes had flecks of emerald
in them. It didn't surprise me. Nor did it surprise me when
a large, multicolored parrot appeared on my right shoulder
and squawked me a hearty greeting.
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Prometheus, the wily trickster, chose
to bring to man a self-sustaining fire,
uranium atoms in a shielded pyre,
burning as matrices quickly decompose.
In south Chicago first the beat arose,
tightly controlled; the Titan did thus inspire,
and man was happy that secret to acquirePrometheus laughed; no shield would long enclose.
Then Zeus in anger spoke: 0 blind Foresight,
knowing destruction is the end of art
when skill's divorced from conscience to discern;
may you be chained upon the mountain height
until your thoughts, like vultures, tear your heart,
for man is lost, and all the world shall bum.
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